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visiting the Georges in the old house, death came suddenly and
with faint warning to Jennie George.* The blow was a crushing
one for the adoring father. But he concealed the pain of it and
gave his strength to comforting others. As dawn came on the
early May day of Jennie's death, he sat alone with his broken-
hearted Harry. Between Harry and Jen there had been such a
bond as existed between Henry George and his own sister
Jennie.
The funeral took place in the sun-flooded, flower-decked house
where Father McGlynn, who had performed Jennie's wedding
ceremony only two years before, now read the last rites. Henry
George himself stood at the door and greeted the many friends
who came. The death of this beloved daughter was a test of his
philosophy and his faith. With characteristic courage he wrote
to his cousin, George Latimer, "We are not of those who sorrow
without hope	What is left of life will be solemn, but I trust
better and it may be—sweeter." *
In the meantime the generosity of August Lewis and Tom L.
Johnson had freed him from the strain of having to lecture for
pay and write magazine articles. With all the persistence which
his waning strength permitted, he set about to finish The
Science of Political Economy.
"It would be a fit title for my last work," he wrote a friend.5
And in a lighter mood, "The book still swells and I will be lucky
if I get through this year. But Adam Smith took twelve years to
write The Wealth of Nations: and the subject has been greatly
bedeviled since then."6 He had doubts that he might be able to
finish the work and he feared also that it might not be up to his
standard.
To prevent a loss such as he had sustained with Protection or
Free Trade, this manuscript was set up by linotype. A copy was
sent to Dr, Taylor for "criticism." On receipt of that criticism he
wrote to his friend in San Francisco, "You may understand now
how much I have treasured what you said of that first volume—
that it showed there was no loss of power from Progress and
Poverty. That is what I wanted to hear."7
He had also hoped sometime to write an autobiography, not
through any sense of vanity but rather because he wanted to
throw ligjht and understanding on certain essential facts of his
own career. But there had been no time for such a book, just as
* She died of a sudden heart attack-Editor.

